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The Nature's sublime, none deny their means7'
Carries up, to the turb, his sharp chisel,
On lawn, stands it, and stretches his stencil,

Younger;sisters and me too, deleneates,
With vivid hues hastily glorifies,
The hungry man hurries down with convas,
Curious to sell to feed himself in mass.

Oh look, my dear friend, don't go to Bond street,
There none care your genius nor buy your art,
Rush they to pile money upon the other,
And hoards Midas gold and jewels gather.

Go to impecunious, there they will feed,
And unremunerable enough to reed
Heartly may welcome and leisurely soothe,
Console and bravery peal in daring truth.

A tall and lean with skin and pale pace,
Leans to the slim tree, other side of the lace,
Tears away the green leaf into pieces,
In harum and scarum threw into thick corpse.

Looks deep despondence and irritation,
Like exile Burne or suicide Chacterton,
Slowly drudge away thro the galingale,
And rosy flame to other edge awhile,

Skin rough smutted face and hardened finger,
With acuter chisel and glunted hammer,
Engrave on the mighty rock, unknown sigh,
Endeavour to vitalise but in vain.